September 24, 2003 - Our last day in Fuzhou.  As much as we have appreciated the clean, modern rooms of the Lakeside Hotel, we are all REALLY ready to get out of here.  There's just so much time anyone can spend in a hotel room with a baby without beginning to go nuts. I realized it was time to go when I said to Greg, “If I hear ‘Humoresque’ one more time, I think I will rip the speaker out of the wall with my bare hands.” After 8 days it's like the walls of all our hotel rooms are beginning to close in, James-Bond style. 





Things we will miss:  the restaurant staff who manage to be consistently pleasant and courteous even though they work 12 hour shifts, (most of which these days consists cleaning up a lot of crushed Cheerios from carpets). Plus, it's been quite a treat to put dirty clothes in a bag and have them returned, clean and perfectly ironed.  I need that service at home.  I don't know the last time I wore ironed jeans! I will also miss the little Mickey Mouse ramen noodles that I have been subsisting on --- room service food is almost inedible and I haven’t been able to get out of the hotel room much with Miss Rachel.  She’s better, but still not great in restaurants.  I have lost 8 pounds on this trip --- thanks to Mickey it's not been much more.





I wish I could think of more sights and sounds of Fuzhou I will miss, but the truth of the tale is that when you travel to China to adopt, a lot of its beauty and awe are contained within that one beautiful child, and everything else feels like details.  The four walls of a little hotel crib are truly the "Great Walls" of China.  





You know, when we flew into Fuzhou, I looked down at the beaches (pale yellow sand, jade green water) and mountains (oddly like north Vancouver!) and knew I was looking down at Rachel's homeland--- when we fly over them again tomorrow, leaving Fujian province for good, there will be a lot of ambiguous emotions.  Another woman on the tour said it all, "I know I can give my daughter a future, but not a heritage."  It’s a funny feeling. 





At breakfast I just sat there reflecting on all these beautiful little children laughing, crying, playing, babbling, exploring --- they are totally unaware how they’re about to travel so far to start a whole new life --- leaving China, their language, culture, what little they know of the world --- leaving it all behind for good ---





But, really, we’re all embarking on a journey here.  None of us knows what is ahead, and we’re all leaving our old lives behind, in a way, every day.  Babies just do it so innocently; they are so vulnerable it makes my heart ache.





